WOOKEY HOLE                             ^1
His window looked out on the white road, and opposite it in the
darkening hedge there was a small ash tree, whose black, sticky
buds had already burst here and there into the blurred shapes of
embryo leaves, shadowy and indistinct against the livid western
sky. A strange exultation still throbbed in his pulses as he found
himself alone in this small chamber looking out on the silent
road and on that tree. He felt in no burr}- to join the others.
Let Zoyland entertain Barter as he pleased till he chose to go
down! He was their employer. He w^ould dine when he felt in-
clined. He pushed his way past the heavy, cheap dressing-table
with its great, ugly looking-glass and jerked aside the sham-lace
curtains that obstructed his view. He made an effort to open the
window at the top. In the flare of the gas-lamp suspended from
the ceiling he saw a couple of dead flies on the narrow ledge
where the window-latch was. Something about these flies, com-
bined with the lace curtains and with the fact that he found diffi-
culty in opening the window, brought his spirits down to earth.
When he did jerk the window open, one of the dead flies fol-
lowed it, but the other one remained upside-down, its legs stiff,
its small cuirassed head inert, its body drained of all life-juices,
husk-like and hollow. He flicked the dead fly with his finger-
nail out of the window, and resting his elbows on the woodwork
leaned far out. A faint odour of funguses came to him, mingled
with that peculiar smell of road-dust that bears upon it the first
weight of the falling night. A rustling sound followed by a series
of sleepy, peevish clucks and then by more rustling indicated the
presence of roosting fowls. The little ash tree against the dying
fragments of steely whiteness in the sky stretched out its
branches; stretched them out with that particular upward clutch
of the twig ends that characterises its tribe.
Philip's face at that moment would have presented a mask of
stony human fanaticism to the senses of that little tree if they
could have pierced the dark. From this air-flight, one of the
first he had ever taken, he had gathered a momentum that no
dead fly, however discouraging, could retard. He used it now to
shoot his mind, like a rock-shattering projectile, into those re-
mote caves of Wookey Hole out of which rolled the subterranean
river that turned the wheels of his factory. A grim smile crossed